TheT r&gedie if 

Oh Richard : Yorke is too fat gone with griefc. 

Or elfe he neucr would compare betweene. 

King Why Vrckle whats the matter? 

Torke Oh my leige, pardon me if you pleafe, 

If nor I pleafd not to be pardoned.am content withal, 
Sccke you to fcaze and gripe into your hands 
The roialtics andrightes of banifht Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford hue? 

Wasjnot Gaunt iuft? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre? 

Is nothisheircawel deferuing fonne? 

Take Hcrefords rights away,and take from time 
His charters and his coftocnarie rights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to daie: 

Be not thy fclfc, For how art thou a King 
But by faire fcquenceand fuccefsion ? , v o ! 

Now afore God,God forbid I fay true, i 

If you do wrongfully feaze Herfords right. 

Cal in the letters patterns that he hath 
By his atournies general to fuc 
Hishucry, and deny his offered homage, 

You pluck a thoufand dangers ouyour head. 

You lofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts. 

And prick my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honour and alcagearcc cannot thinke. 

King Thinke what you wil,vve ceaze into our hands 
His plate, his,goods>his mony and his lands. 

Torke He not be by the while, my liege farewcl, 
Whatwil infue hereof thersnbne can tel: 

But by bad couifesmay be vnderftood 
That their eaentsc-B neucr fall out good, 

King Go Bulhieto the Earle of Wiltshire ftraigl'.t, 
Bid him repair c to vs to Eli houfir, 

Tofee this bulines: tomoirowncxt 
We wil for Ireland,and tis time I trow. 

And we create in ablcnce of our fclfc. 

Our V ncklc Yorke Lord gouemour of England? 

Iror he is iuft and alwayes loued vs well ; _ t 


King Richard the fecovi. 

Come on our Queene, to morrow muft wee part. 

Be merry, for our time of ftay is fliort. 

Exeunt King and Queene : Manet Norik. 
^ North. Well Lords, the Duke ofLancafter isdead. 

Rojfe And huingtoo for now his fonne is Duke- 
will. Barely in title not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both if mfticc had her right. 

Rojfe My heart is great, but it muft break withfilence, 
Ertbe difburdened with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay fpcak thy roind,& let him nere fpcake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme, (ford* 
Will. Tends that thou wouldft Ipeak t o die D. ofHcr* 
If it be lb, out With it boldly man, 

Qnickc is mine eare to hcare of good towards him. 

Rojfe No good at all that I can doe for him. 

Vrilefle you call it good to pitcie him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis llianie fuch wrongs are borne. 
In him a royal! Prince,and many mo 
Of noble bloud in this declining land. 

The king is not himfelfe, but bafely led 

By flatterers, and what they will informe, , 

Mcerely in hate againfl: anyof vs all. 

That will the King fcuercly profccute, 

Againft vs,out-liucs,our children,and our heirer- 
Rojfe The commons hath hee pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft their hcarts.The nobles hath he End 
Forauncient quarrels.and quite loft their hearts. 

Wiho. And daily new exa&ions arc dcuifde. 

As blankes,benci;oIcnces,and I wot not what. 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

Wars hath notwaftedit,forwarrdchcbaChnor, 

cut bafely yeeldcd vpon compromife. 

That which his noble aunceftors atchiude with blowes. 

” d * "r 1C ^P enl * n peace then they in wars. 

unt wl 3116 °* Wi!t ^ irc 1]1 «h the Realmc in farme. 
t'lo. The King grownebankerout like a broken man. 

D * North, 
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